	WE SAIL VERY CLOSE TO THE WIND	
crossed the tracks of six or seven avalanches, and the
havoc which these had wrought was still to be seen.
Boulders and mouldering tree-trunks lay scattered
along their tracks, and more than once the debris so
overhung the roadway that I was quite glad not to
loiter beneath the shadow of such inexorable wrath.
By my cousin's wish, however, we made no haste,
and it was nearly midday before we reached the frontier
at the top of the pass.
The frontier was marked by a stone, and here the
road bellied out so that several cars could stand waiting
without obstructing the way. The spot was open : all
about us was heath and moor, and the mountains
seemed to stand back from this honest stretch of upland
which rose and fell for two or three miles each way. As
such, it was deceptive, for there wets a lot of dead ground
and we very soon saw that a man who cared to go
strolling could disappear ten times over before he had
walked half a mile.
It was, therefore, -a first-class place for Casca and
Woking to make their monstrous exchange. A score of
dips and depressions was ready to hand, and since any
one could be entered from any side, no one but the
fowls of the air would so much as witness their meeting,
far,, less the actual business which they were to do.
The slopes of the Pic du Midi were now on our right,
and we seemed »to have passed the mountain, which
lately had risen before us and had stood to our left.
I suppose we were early. Be that as it may, we had
the world to ourselves. Far in the distance a herd of
cattle was feeding upon the hills, but, except for this,
the landscape was wholly deserted and only the road
suggested that man had' been there before.
As we stood looking about us—
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